
Tf^gidu 

\ mcallclicfe biiter name*'*# 

Why fo I did, but look: for no rc^:!y > 

O let me n»ake the peri(id to my curfe. 

Glo.J s doiic by me and ends by ^Margref* 

Thus hane you brcaihed your ^ruife againft your felfc, 

Qh Poore painied Queenc, vaineflourifliofniyfbr. 
Why rtrcwft thou ;ugar one thit boticd fpidetj mne; 
Whole deadly web in/nai eth cfcee about ? 

Foolc foole thpu>^e<tff a knife to kill thy fclfc, 

The time will epme when rhoii (halt wifli for me, 

To helpc thee curfc that poifoned bunch backt toadc, 

Hrf/. Falfc boHing woman , end thy fraiilick cutiC, 

Leaf! to thy harme dibu mane our padcucc. . * * 

Qn* ^,Fom1c ilja*»e vppn y ou, you hauraKmoit'dminc. 
Jii. Were you wcllfo M’d you would be taught your duty. ^ 
Qu.Ma^ 1 o feru,?: me well, you jfihould doc me ducy^ 
Teach mce to bee your Qutcnc, and you my fubieds : 
Oblcruc me well and teach your fclucs that dutie. 

2 )<?r/; Difputc upLw jth her (he is lun^ 

Q^.Ma Peace mafter MarqueffeyouaRj rH^I^lper^, 

Your firc-new flompe of honour i<» firarcc cur, rant ; 

O that your young nobility cpuld iudge, 

W'hat f were to Icofc it and 

They that-flandJrighy.hauc many blafls to fliakcibcm. 

And if^hey fall they dafli,ihcmtopceccs^ • ^ 

Glo. Gccd counicll marry^ learnc it,Icatne it Marqucf, 
Dor/^ It touchetb y.ou(^ my Lord) as.much as me. 

(j/<>. Yea, and much more, bu c I was borne lb h gh, 

Our aiery buildeth intlic Gaidars lop, 

And dallies with the wmde^ajnd fcornes the funne, 

Qu*Mas turucs the Sunneto flude, alas, alas, 

Witncs my funne now in the lliade of death, 

Whofc bright ouilhiningbcamcs, thy cloudy wiatb. 

Hath in eternal] daikencfle fouldcd vp : 

Your aierybuildeih incur aeiriesneaft. 

O.God that feeft it, doe not fuffer icv* 
it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 

H auc done for lhamc , if not for charity. 
^^.^.Vrge neither charity no^amc to me, . 


^ Richard 

Vneharitab’y with me hauc you d^ak, 

^ndlharrefully by you mybopes arebutchcred, 

My charity is outrage, life my fhamc, 

^cd in my Ibame fhall hue my forrowes rsge. 

, Stick: Haue dme. 

Mar, O ptincel I will kifle thy hand. 
In bgne of league and amity with tbe^ : 

Now fairc befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy gaimcnts are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor ihoo within the compaffeof my curfc 
Stfck*^ Nor none hcere for curfts ncucr palTe 
The lips oftbem that breath them in the atre. 

O^.Mar He noi beiccue but tney alTcnd the skie, 
rhefe av^ ake Gods gentlcfleeping peace. 

O be w are of yonder dog, 

Locke when be fauncs he bites, and wheuhabites. 

His verome tooth wnll rankle thee to death, 

Hauc not tft doc with him, be ware of him.'* 

5 inne, death, arid hell hauelct their markes on him. 
si! their mimfters attend on hkn. . 

G/o, What doth fhi! fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 
f^tick 'Noihingthac I rcfpcdl my graiious Lord. 

What doeft thou fcornc mefor my gentle coun- 
A^ i\ footh the diiiell- that I wainc ihce fro.m '? ffcll, 

O bur reiiKHiber thisanothcr day, 

When he ftiall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 
i/^nd fay pcore was a Propheteire 

Liuecath ofyou,tbe fnbledlofhis hate, 
y^hd he to you,aii:i all of you to Gods. ExH* 

Hafi, My haire doth ftand an end; to hecrcher curfes% . 

IRjf * . ^nd fo doth mine, I wonder fticcs at liberty ? 

GU* I cionot blame her by Gods holy mother^ 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent . 

My part r hereof that l hauedonc. 

Hafi. I ncucr did her anyto my knowledge^ 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

I was coo hoc to doc fome body good, 

That is to cold in thinking one it now : 

Marry as fur Claunc^^ hee is well repayd^ 

C3 * Hcc 
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